ete EATS tee 2 Ae 


Korean Patrol 


They drift back of me 
as do the sparse trees, 
blue on charcoal. 


.I'm at their lead, 


dark bones in cast-off clothes 
as the moon finds three brass 
chevrons on my streaming cap. 


A face sketched lime, 

with wide salt eyes, I'm 

a drowned man in this slow wind 
sea that carries moon and brush, 
floats ashen, apparitional light 
to trailing gray eyes who blotch 
together as I wave and darken. 
And I am twenty. 


Twenty years old 
among bushes of ink 
and the floating ~ 
men of my patrol whose 
seashell ears roar ~ 
at silence. 


Twenty when facing 
the quick phosphor line 
of the Chinese patrol 


Twenty when I fear the best 
and twist my cheek for irony, 


a way to put a face on. 
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And those behind. Do they 

come from Texas, Boston, on and on? 
Did they jitterbug before the blood? 
Which movie did you see? 

Will they breathe eloquently 

the widest reason to die? 


Which movie did you see? The one 
shaking out to leave a 
blur-faced man, mouth 0'd? 


Pores cratering 

a tearing face 

before the screen rips, 
murdering the nerves. 

In my own war movie 

I and he wave, just wave, 

no 2potheosis of the butcher 
after all the butchery, nor 
light bubbling througn mud 

like reflected Christmas bulbs. 


And we both go back 
in order to report 
"No contact,” 

the only lie 

we understand, 

the one I own but 
cannot have. 


Something tells me he is near 

and near the moment never 
understood-- to understand a moment 
and not be forced to turn that screw 
into my cheek and swear, 
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a moment 

when the curve 

of a windowlit shoulder 
is frag:=nce 

of rain 

or snow whirled 
streetlamps and 

I, drunk, sang. 


Recalling in the spectral slog 
of our patrol a yellow-wet 
world gone soft 

shoulder on fall-lit 

incense of rainair... 


and there had been 
beer freezing the lips, 
the lengthening pools 
of roads under leaves, 
wind exploding us 

as we drove. 


But now it's seconds before blur, 
the soaking shock, the soar. 
Time to remember to forget 
so many unweighed moments, 

so many things from books. 
We meet on a rise, 

a milky cloud for light, 

and I see that orange hand 
coming. up i 

in the gray solidity of that 
half second, the blank 

in his eyes 

like a screen fled of color, 
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